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Instructions on preparation of Yellow (can be applied to printed matter or imagination):
Take the first page of Yellow (p.3) and fold the surface of the bottom edge
back along the dotted line. The folded flap should be on the back of the
page.
Slide the bottom folded edge of the first page of Yellow (p.3) over the top
of the second page of Yellow (p.4) until it is aligned with the dotted line on
the top edge of the second page of Yellow (p.4). The dotted lines should
press against one another, unseen, but barely out of sight.






1. “Yellow is the color between orange and green on the spectrum of visible light, It is
evoked by light with a dominant wavelength of roughly 570-590 nm.” 1
2. Yellow RGB code = 255*65536+255*256+0 = #FFFF00
RED=255, GREEN=255, BLUE=0 2
3. <p style="color:#FFFF00;yellow </p> 3
4.
Pantone Black 2 C, Pantone 448 C, Pantone 449 C, Pantone 5815 C, Pantone
7553 C, Pantone 2308C, Pantone 7771 C, Pantone 450 C, Pantone 581 C,
Pantone 4485 C, Pantone 133 C, Pantone 3995 C, Pantone 455 C, Pantone
7552 C, Pantone 140 C, Pantone 4245 C, Pantone 4228 C, Pantone 7757 C,
Pantone 147 C, Pantone 385 C, Pantone 3985 C, Pantone 7770 C, Pantone
7561 C, Pantone 132 C, Pantone 399 C, Pantone 4230 C, 2329 C, 620 C, 7769
C, Pantone 7756 C, Pantone 111 C, Pantone 7560 C, Pantone 1265 C, Pantone
119 C, Pantone 4027 C, Pantone 112 C, Pantone 126 C, Pantone 104 C,
Pantone 118 C, Pantone 4231 C, Pantone 105 C, Pantone 139 C, Pantone 125
C, Pantone 7551 C, Pantone 613 C, Pantone 7755 C, Pantone 7559 C, Pantone
146 C, Pantone 4227 C, Pantone 4495 C, Pantone 7760 C, Pantone 7558 C,
Pantone 4020 C, Pantone 3975 C, Pantone 2328 C, Pantone 7768 C, Pantone
7557 C, Pantone 612 C, Pantone 7759 C, Pantone 5825 C, Pantone 619 C,
7754 C, Pantone 103 C, Pantone 117 C, Pantone 456 C, Pantone 1255 C,
Pantone 131 C, Pantone 7497 C, Pantone 457 C, Pantone 7550 C, Pantone 145
C, Pantone 606 C, Pantone 4242 C, Pantone 7767 C, Pantone 7556 C, Pantone
7758 C, Pantone 2327 C, Pantone 4505 C, Pantone 1245 C, Pantone 3547 C,
Pantone 110 C, Pantone 7753 C, Pantone 7564 C, Pantone 605 C, Pantone 618
C, 4021 C, Pantone 7555 C, Pantone 4226 C, Pantone 2326 C, Pantone 124 C,
Pantone 7752 C, Pantone 7405 C, Pantone 7406 C, Pantone 130 C, Pantone
2012 C, Pantone 3965 C, Pantone 3514 C, Pantone 7408 C, Pantone 451 C,
Pantone 5835 C, Pantone 4026 C, Pantone 102 C, Pantone 4225 C, Pantone
611 C, Pantone Yellow 012 C, Pantone Yellow C, Pantone 108 C, Pantone 109
C, Pantone 116 C, Pantone 7548 C, Pantone 7549 C, Pantone 137 C, Pantone
2010 C, Pantone 7563 C, Pantone 2007 C, Pantone 4237 C, Pantone 7503 C,
Pantone 4007 C, Pantone 4019 C, Pantone 4016 C, Pantone 604 C, Pantone
2325 C, Pantone 465 C, Pantone 7751 C, Pantone 7409 C, Pantone 4018 C,
Pantone 4017 C, Pantone 4008 C, Pantone 1235 C, Pantone 5845 C, Pantone
4515 C, Pantone 7562 C, Pantone 7407 C, Pantone 4025 C, Pantone 107 C,
Pantone 617 C, Pantone 143 C, Pantone 115 C, Pantone 7536 C, Pantone 452
C, Pantone 4006 C, Pantone 458 C, Pantone 123 C, Pantone 4251 C, Pantone
3 HTML
2 Yellow RGB color code
1 See: wikipedia
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129 C, Pantone 7404 C, Pantone 2324 C, Pantone 4023 C, Pantone 4015 C,
Pantone 610 C, Pantone 2006 C, Pantone 603 C, Pantone 142 C, Pantone 4005
C, Pantone 466 C, Pantone 4024 C, Pantone 114 C, Pantone 136 C, Pantone
4241 C, Pantone 4250 C, Pantone 4004 C, Pantone 459 C, Pantone 128 C,
Pantone 106 C, Pantone 122 C, Pantone 5855 C, Pantone 4525 C, Pantone
1225 C, Pantone 4022 C, Pantone 141 C, Pantone 113 C, Pantone 7535 C,
Pantone 2323 C, Pantone 616 C, Pantone 121 C, Pantone 453 C, Pantone 7502
C, Pantone 135 C, Pantone 4002 C, Pantone 2008 C, Pantone 4535 C, Pantone
467 C, Pantone 3599 C, Pantone 460 C, Pantone 127 C, Pantone 2003 C,
Pantone 120 C, Pantone 615 C, Pantone 4003 C, Pantone 134 C, Pantone 454
C, Pantone 4240 C, Pantone 5875 C, Pantone 608 C, Pantone 1215 C, Pantone
4545 C, Pantone 7501 C, Pantone 614 C, Pantone 7403 C, Pantone 2002 C,
Pantone 2004 C, Pantone 400 C, Pantone 4239 C, Pantone 4246 C, Pantone
4247 C, Pantone 468 C, Pantone 461 C, Pantone 2005 C, Pantone 7500 C,
Pantone 4001 C, Pantone 607 C, Pantone 7402 C, Pantone 1205 C, Pantone
1345 C, Pantone 7534 C, Pantone 155 C, Pantone 2001 C, Pantone 2330 C,
Pantone 7527 C, Pantone 7401 C, Pantone 7506 C, Pantone 7499 C, Pantone
2330 C, Pantone Black 2C 4
5. Almond, Banana Mania, Brilliant Yellow, Canary, Cornsilk, Dandelion, Gel FX Yellow,
Golden Yellow, Golden Rod, Laser Lemon, Neon Yellow, Sun Yellow, Unmellow
Yellow, Yellow, Yellow Green with Shimmering Silver, Yellow with Rainbow. 5
6. Anne Anlin Cheng begins her seminal writing Ornamentalism by asking:
We say Black women, brown women, white women, but not yellow women…
How is it that a figure so encrusted with racist and sexist meaning, so
ubiquitously deployed to this day and so readily recognized as a symptom,
should at the same time be a theoretical black hole, a residue of critical fatigue? 6
7. I had a conversation with a friend recently where I referred to myself as yellow.
Yellow? She was incredulous. Yea, I said, it’s a real thing. Haven’t you heard it said?
Yes, she said, but I could never say that. Okay, I said, well what would you call Asian
people then? Wouldn’t you just be shades of brown, she asked softly.
8. Call me by my name, or yours, but not by any other.
6 See: Anne Anlin Cheng, Ornamentalism, p. ix.
5 List of colors by Crayola designated under the yellow hue family. See: crayola.com
4 List of colors designated under yellow hue in PANTONE Formula Guide Coated, sorted according to hue
group. See: pantone.com
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9. I am a child of the Huang He7, the Yellow River, its name begotten from the color of
its water, transformed by the unusually large amount of sediment collected. A
civilization grew from this blessing and curse-- thousands of years of a perpetual
cycle of deadly floods caused by a buildup of silt, decimating entire villages year
after year, and yet from that same silt, fertile soils that enabled survival.
10. Colorism is at once a pernicious and catastrophic socio-political issue within
different affinities of Asian peoples. It has a long and complicated history, inextricably
tied to white supremacy, imperialism, anti-Black racism, colonial and capitalist
plunder, geopolitics, discrimination and inequities toward Asians with darker skin. It
makes the naming of yellow even more fraught-- if taken literally, it not only flattens
the wide spectrum of Asian lived experience, but imposes an oppositional separation
between Asians based strictly on perceived skin tone.
11. Ursula K. Le Guin recounts that Virginia Woolf, in preparing notes for a work that
would end up being Three Guineas, kept a glossary where she assigned new
meanings to words, an exercise in reinvention with hopes of telling a different story.8
Consider this alternative-- what if Woolf had not attained a room of her own, a solid,
tangible space to exercise this kind of reimagining? What if not only had she been
unable to claim a space-- a tragic predicament not unlike the fictional sister of
Shakespeare9-- but the very claim to the solidity of her personhood depended on the
adoption of definitions that didn’t serve her, that the agency to imagine came with a
hefty price tag of erasure?
9 See: Virginia Woolf, A Room of One’s Own.
8 See: Ursula K. Le Guin, The Carrier Bag Theory of Fiction.
7 The Yellow River basin is the birthplace of ancient Chinese civilization.
7
12. In 1927, the Supreme Court ruled in Gong Lum v. Rice, 275 U.S. 9810 that it was
legal to prohibit Martha Lum, a Chinese child, born in and citizen of the United
States from attending a school designated for white students. Her father, Gong Lum,
a tax payer of the district, sued the school’s Board of Trustees for barring his
nine-year old daughter from attending. The case was originally tried in Mississippi
circuit court which ruled in favor of Lum, and was appealed to the Supreme Court by
the defendants. The Supreme Court justified their decision citing the state
constitution of 1890 that "Separate schools shall be maintained for children of the
white and colored races."11 This was the first instance where “a person of Mongolian
or yellow race”12 was legally ordered by the Supreme Court to abide by the laws of
segregation in the United States, and that it was nonessential to distinguish legally
between the “colored races.”13 Historian Frank Wu refers to this as the first time
people of color were legally designated as “fungible.”14
13. In March 2021, a non-fungible token (NFT) by digital artist Beeple sold for $69.3
million to Singapore-based technopreneur Vignesh Sundaresan, who explained,
“The point was to show Indians and people of colour that they too could be patrons,
that cryptocurrency was an equalising power between the West and the Rest, and
that the global south was rising.”15
14. Mycelium is the vegetative part of fungi, comprised of complex networks of hyphae
that are crucial to maintaining balance in ecosystems. Fungi play an integral part of
negotiating between organisms, and sustaining the life cycle by linking
15 See: Dewey Sim, “Non-Fungible Tokens..” in South Morning Post.




10 See: Gong Lum v. Rice, 275 U.S. 78 (1927)
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decomposition with regeneration. They can decompose what’s no longer useful and
convert it into forms of energy that can be consumed to allow for new growth, taking
nutrients from one source, recycling it into consumable nutrients and redistributing it
to another area. Mushrooms are the fruits that appear at the surface, but long before
they are visible, fungi networks have formed deep entanglements with their
surroundings. Anna Tsing proposes this as a model for writing, a collaboration of
disparate thoughts that burst forth in a nonlinear, flush of idea:
...I wanted them to be like the flushes of mushrooms that come up after a rain: an
over-the-top bounty; a temptation to explore; an always too many. The chapters
build an open-ended assemblage, not a logical machine; they gesture to the
so-much-more out there. They tangle with and interrupt each other-- mimicking
the patchiness of the world I am trying to describe.16
15. Jasbir Puar presents assemblage as a necessary supplement to discourse around
intersectionality. Referring to Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari’s assemblage
theory17 that focuses on rhizomatic, time-based event models of constellation
instead of fixed points, Puar observes that in feminist discourse, women of color
function as prosthesis to serve intersectionality, which inadvertently re-centers white
women, and creates critical fatigue by taking away the impetus to focus on the
ever-shifting qualities of these constructs and their indeterminable potential to
remain amorphous and unstable:
Intersectionality always produces an Other, and that Other is always a Woman of
Color... Despite decades of feminist theorizing on the question of difference,
difference continues to be ‘difference from,’ that is, the difference from ‘white
woman.’ Distinct from a frame that privileges ‘difference within,’ ‘difference from’
produces difference as a contradiction rather than as a recognizing it as a
perpetual and continuous process of splitting.18
18 See: Jasbir Puar, I Would Rather be a Cyborg Than a Goddess, p.52.
17 See: Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari, A Thousand Plateaus.
16 See: Anna Tsing, The Mushroom at the End of the World, viii.
9
16. It’s perplexing that you believe you can hold me. Haven’t you reached enough times
into me, your whole hand wet, only to find it covered in sediment, and then again
another wave, you, already washed clean, I, returned to the sea. Did you expect it to
be low tide, all my bearings laid out for you to examine? But then again, can you
really tell silt from silt?
17. When I first started working with clay, I was instantly entranced with the material, but
grew frustrated when it wouldn’t do what I wanted it to. What was I doing wrong? I
asked my friend who had been working in the material for years. The issue was not
what I was doing with the material, but how I understood it to be, she told me. Clay
can be used to make form, yes, but clay can also be used to realize form, to record
touch. Use it to see your own touch, she said, to understand the forms that are
already inside your hands.
18. The clay extruder at Hunter was often jammed. The mechanism-- a blue metal box
with a hollow bottom, drilled into the wall with a slidable top attached to a long
handle-- worked like this: you would pick a die with the shape and size cutout you
wanted the clay to take shape as, and place it into the box; you would take a block of
clay, and push it into the box as far as it could go; then, pulling down the handle, you
would extrude the clay into a long strip in the shape of the die. The difficulty with the
extruder at Hunter was that something was off between the handle and the body of
the extruder and it required a lot more force to push the clay out. Sometimes, it
meant I had to hang off the handle using my whole body in order to make any clay
come out the other side. The hilarity of this situation didn’t escape me-- I chose to
work specifically with porcelain clay because I wanted to reckon with the weight of its
10
fraught history, and now I was literally leveraging all my body weight against it. But
hey, sometimes all you can put forth is the weight of your own body.
19. As a child, I spent most days with my maternal grandmother, my Lao Lao. Because
my parents worked long hours, my education outside of Queens public school was
left to my grandmother-- a duty she took very seriously. She insisted on a daily
schedule of exercises-- most of which was banal-- morning stretches, English
lessons on PBS, one hour of piano practice (50 min if I took no breaks), after-school
homework (which she was particularly fond of because it meant for her more English
practice), evening stretches. At least three times a week we would practice the most
peculiar exercise in her regimen, and of course her favorite, a “needed supplement
to the rubbish I learned in public school.” I would sit in one room while she went into
another room and rearranged the furniture. Then, I would be blindfolded and
whispered a set of instructions to follow in order to navigate the new orientation of
the space, “Crawl straight forward slowly until you hear a distinct sound (you’ll
recognize it), then lower your body and slide sideways without using your arms until
you feel a cold, rough surface. Count to fifteen in English, and then fifteen in
Chinese. Take three deep breaths and turn your body 90 degrees to your left. Listen
for a soft electrical hum and attempt to imitate it.” There were certain rules I had to
follow-- I could not stand, I could not open my eyes (even with the blindfold on), I
could not rush-- she carefully timed each segment in her head, and would know if I
half-assed any portion.
20. Forming the porcelain coils for what would eventually become Yellow Construct was
an exercise in gesture. The thinness of the clay after being extruded meant only a
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few minutes to work before bending it would begin to cause small cracks. The
smoothness of the surface after the machine extrusion meant it was delicate to the
touch, any extra pressure or lingering squeeze would result in it beginning to take
the shape of a small animal’s turds. The gesture had to be quick and deliberate.
Picking up the clay from both ends, a swift bend, coil, twist, knot, a deliberate
gesture, then release. A breath. Then another gesture. Another breath. After the clay
was bone dry, it became extremely brittle. Picking the coils up too abruptly, or
holding them in the wrong position would cause them to break. They broke all the
time, broken gestures on the table, on the floor, on the way to the kiln. They would
become stuck to each other during the kiln firing, and sometimes I could pick up the
whole batch as one giant armful of still hot, entangled gestures, until they would
begin to cool and separate. I made hundreds of these, not knowing what they were
exactly. Sometimes all you can do is show up and make a gesture, then another.
(Fig. 2, p.37.)
21.
You are my sunshine, my only sunshine /
You make me happy when skies are gray /
You'll never know dear, how much I love you /
Please don't take my sunshine away...19
The origins of this ubiquitous melody are less than tenable. The Carters performed it
in January, 1939, and The Pine Ridge Brothers, and the Rice Brothers Gang both
recorded it later that year. The authorship is usually attributed to Charles Mitchell
and Jimmie Davis, though it is rumored that Paul Rice sold the author rights to them
19 Lyrics to “You are My Sunshine.” Disputed origins.
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for $35, and depending on the source, it may have been originally penned by
Mitchell, Oliver Hood (a collaborator of Rice’s) in the early ‘30s in Georgia, Pud
Brown (a musician who was involved in the first release), or an unnamed housewife
in South Carolina. The person who undoubtedly brought it to nationwide popularity
was Davis, a Country Music Hall of Fame star, and die-hard segregationist politician
in the deep South. In fact, Davis used the popularity of the song to sensationalize his
multiple campaigns for governor of Louisiana, often performing it while riding his
horse “Sunshine.” During his two terms as governor, Davis managed to create a
budget surplus, and sink Louisiana deeper into racial turmoil with his staunch
segregationist agenda. During his earlier days he taught history and yodeling at a
womens’ college, and wrote a master’s thesis at Louisiana State University titled
Comparative Intelligence of Whites, Blacks and Mulattoes.20
The tune is often sung as a lullaby, and I, too, share this national collective memory,
with fond recollections of my paternal grandmother, my Nai Nai, singing it often to
me when I was a child. In her final years, she suffered from advanced Alzheimer’s,
and lived in a specialized care facility in New Jersey. The disease rampaged her
brain, shutting down certain areas and seemingly arbitrarily lighting up others. There
was a period when she abruptly spoke only Chinese, and then maybe more
bizarrely, there came a period when she spoke only English-- the adoptive language
she became fluent in after immigrating to America as an adult-- even to her daughter
whom she had always spoken her native tongue. Sometimes she would not speak at
all, and after long periods of silence she would begin singing this song again and
again.
20 See: Louisiana State University Library Catalogue: https://lsu.ent.sirsi.net/
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22. I began recording myself reading written texts that I had been collecting throughout
the year. News articles, critical theory, screenshots from social media, text
messages, emails-- 2020 being a tumultuous year, gave me plenty to work with. I
had wanted for a long while to realize a project around internalization-- but how to
materialize something that is invisible by its very nature without being illustrative? I
decided to begin with sound-- or rather, with silence. As we read, we automatically
re-perform in our heads the words we see, in our own voices. Reading becomes an
activity of internalization. After recording the text, I would digitally remove the spoken
words, leaving only the “silent” sounds of speech-- the breath before, the swallow
after, the beginnings of a consonant, a stray vowel, a sigh. This collection of
non-verbal speech became a documentation of the residue of my body receiving
language. The punctuated soundscape was then repopulated using this residue as
material. This became the process I used to create the sound for the 5-channel
audio installation of Silence is a Sound Internalized. The first text I recorded was an
excerpt on silence:
...Sound is a present absence; silence is an absent present. Or perhaps the
reverse is better: sound is an absent presence, silence is a present absence? In
this sense, sound is a sinister resonance-- an association with irrationality and
inexplicability, that which we both desire and dread. Listening, then, is a
specimen of mediumship, a question of discerning and engaging with what lies
beyond the world of forms... just as a silent reader is implicitly a containment of
sounds, so the letter itself, the silent speaker, can become a listener… sound is a
haunting, a ghost, a presence whose location in space is ambiguous and whose
existence in time is transitory. The intangibility of sound is uncanny-- a
phenomenal presence both in the head, at the point of source and all around…
The close listener is like a medium who draws out substance from that which is
not entirely there…21
23. A long time ago there once was a beautiful woman, the most beautiful in all of
China, who was married to a talented archer named Hou Yi. The details of this story
21 See: David Toop, Sinister Resonance, p. vii-xv.
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become debatable after this point depending on who you hear it from-- whether it’s a
tragic love story, a cautionary tale about avarice, a story about the anger of the gods,
a story of forgiveness-- the who’s and what’s and why’s vary. I will tell you the one
told to me. There once was a beautiful mortal woman named Chang’e who was
married to Hou Yi, a mortal man. At that time, there were ten suns instead of one,
and the earth was always scorched, consequently causing famine and wide-spread
destruction. Hou Yi, a talented archer, raised his bow to the sky and shot down nine
of the suns. As a reward for saving the earth, a goddess granted him an elixir of
immortality. Hou Yi hid the elixir but one day while he was away, his pupil tried to
steal it. In a last ditch attempt to stop him, Chang’e drank the potion down. Hou Yi
arrived home to find Chang’e drifting away up into the skies, eventually floating up to
the moon, where she became immortal. Heartbroken, Hou Yi set out food and
offerings under the moon every night until his death, and this became a tradition still
practiced today during the Lunar Moon Festival. It is said that when the moon is full,
you can see Chang’e and her companion, a jade rabbit, who is tasked with the
Sisyphusian duty of eternally grinding down the ingredients for the elixir of
immortality with a mortar and pestle.
24. Transcript of exchange between NASA Apollo 11 astronaut Michael Collins and
Houston ground control Ronald Evans in anticipation of the 1969 moon landing:
095:17:28 Evans: Roger. Among the large headlines concerning Apollo this
morning, is one asking that you watch for a lovely girl with a big rabbit. An ancient
legend says a beautiful Chinese girl called Chang-O has been living there for
4,000 years. It seems she was banished to the Moon because she stole the pill of
immortality from her husband. You might also look for her companion, a large
Chinese rabbit, who is easy to spot since he is always standing on his hind feet in
the shade of a cinnamon tree. The name of the rabbit is not reported.
15
095:18:15 Collins: Okay. We'll keep a close eye out for the bunny girl.22
25. The Yellow Fever epidemic has not been widely recorded in Asia, though many
Asian countries are perpetually on high alert as the A. aegypti mosquito which
transmits the virus is present. The deadly epidemic characterized by jaundice
caused by liver damage, is considered historically one of the most fatal infectious
diseases, decimating populations in Africa, South and North Americas, and Europe
throughout centuries.
26. I laughed hard the first time I was implicated in someone’s yellow fever. I was fifteen
and told sheepishly by my seventeen year-old boyfriend that his friends had teased
him with that term since the girl he dated before me was also Asian. I laughed and
told him I wasn’t offended-- that those white boys were confused. These scabbed
knees, chafed elbows, tomboy haircut, soccer thighs were not the sort to give
anyone that particular type of fever. “But you are Asian,” he said. “Not that kind of
Asian,” I said.
27. Homi K. Bhabha uses the Lacanian schema of the Imaginary to unpack colonial
strategies in using the stereotype as a fetishistic mode of representation:
The Imaginary is the transformation that takes place in the subject at the
formative mirror phase, when it assumes a discrete image which allows it to
postulate a series of equivalences, sameness, identities, between the objects of
the surrounding world.23
The dominant strategy of colonial power here is its ability to simultaneously highlight
difference while repudiating or masking it. This is enabled by problematics in the
image as identity, presenting both alienation and confrontation for the subject.
23 See: Homi K. Bhabha, The Location of Culture, p. 110.
22 See: NASA Archive: Apollo 11 Flight Journal.
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28. In her essay Ghost in the Ghost, Danielle Wu recounts a protest at a gallery in
Chinatown, around an exhibition that had staged, using antiquated Orientalist tropes,
its facade and interior into a run-down stereotype of the local neighborhood. As a
protest tactic, a woman began eating a container of durian slices, challenging the
high-end, white-owned space with the putrid smell of a food both consumed by and
used to stereotype the locals. Although on the surface this seems to present a
double-stereotype, Wu unpacks the largely opposing effects of the two stereotypes:
the first is an encounter of “Western fascination with technological shells that still
hold the residue-- ghosts-- of their Asiatic producers. On the other hand is an
assertion of an Asian American presence through odor, gluttony, sound, and
otherwise non-aestheticized biology.”24
29. In the early days of the pandemic, before NY was shut down, before face masks
were commonplace-- though much of the eastern hemisphere of the world had
already adopted the coverings as a necessary precaution-- across all American
platforms high and low, voices both authoritative and popular were unscrupulously
repudiating face masks. It was clearly politically motivated xenophobia. I understood
this, and people around me did too, their empathy-- even anger-- sincere, yet their
bare faces presented an undeniable hesitancy to involve their own bodies in what to
them still existed as an abstraction. It was only a short period before masks quickly
became mandatory-- but nonetheless this momentary, unintended schism was
troubling for me. Understandably there was confusion at that time over efficacy, and
it’s a given that a certain population would buy into the anti-Asian propaganda, but it
didn’t explain the widespread attitude of suspicion from the demographics that
24 See: Danielle Wu, Ghost in the Ghost, p. 8.
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historically value care for community. Why were people unwilling to adopt a harmless
gesture-- even if they truly suspected it was an uninformed, ineffective trend-- on the
off chance that it might save numerous lives? Mel Y. Chen proposes that masks are
performative technologies that both represent and affect security, therefore harboring
the vast potential for ideological fear:
I consider masks as emblematic of new kinds of prostheticized integrities that
supplement the human body in its defense against threats (where a prosthesis is
defined as an “artificial” limb to replace a missing or impaired part of the body). I
argue that masks also quietly emerge in the symbolic economies of national
“defense,” wherein mask symbolization is deployed to project a nation’s own
broken state onto certain racialized others.25
For a nation that readily consumes the Other, through food, culture,
technologies, and so on, the vast population was wary of a non-aestheticized
prosthetic associated with racialized fears of contamination and alienation.
30. Our relationship with scent-- our strongest sensory connection-- continually informs
our interactions, yet is usually only noticeably perceived when we detect change. I
had been searching for ways of nonvisual engagement, and I was curious to see if I
could build an arc of experience through engaging our sense of smell. I had been
thinking about awkward vessels-- ill-suited containers for material, but well-suited
potentially for virtual assemblages-- and had made a number of glazed, hardly
encompassed forms. Concavely shaped, with sharp spikes, openings throughout,
and holes on the bottom, they hinted at having some sort of interiority, but physically
impossible to hold any sort of liquid. I placed these on top of rice cookers and used
steamable bags to steam a plethora of disparate contents. I always began with
something commonly consumed in my family’s home, but at the same time racialized
25 See: Mel Y. Chen, Masked States and the “Screen” Between Security and
Disability, p.79.
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through their stereotype: Chinese herbal ingredients like ginseng, goji, a variety of
dried roots, dried Shitaake, tiny dried fish-- but then I would add unexpected
materials such as thread, money, credit card bills, handwritten notes, Foucault, hair,
nails, bodily fluids, shampoo, tiny 3-D printed sculptures, Statue of Liberty foam hat
purchased on Canal St. I tested these scent sculptures a number of times, once
during Open Studios. The smell-- a complex mixture of different scents that would
fade in and out as the ingredients underwent physical changes-- would generally be
faint at the beginning, then build until it was more and more potent, then dissipate. It
was interesting what people were drawn to, and what they were drawn from. Many
were nervous to step into my studio, some were nervous to breathe in the fumes. A
woman asked, “But is it safe?” (Fig. 3-4, p.38.)
31. How to eat mango:
Step 1 - Contemplate your level of commitment to consuming the whole fruit.
Appraise the projection of your satiability against the task at hand.
Step 2 - Select a ripe mango by gently pressing down on the skin for softness--
temper your touch, do not bruise.
Step 3 - Using a sharp knife, cut the outer flesh of the mango in slices along the
core.
Step 4 - Make cuts vertical and horizontal on the surface of each slice in a
grid-like manner, careful not to puncture its skin, nor yours.
Step 5 - Holding a mango slice flesh-side up with both thumbs, push with your
index and middle fingers upwards against the skin towards a convex form, until the
flesh is easily accessible. Eat each square neatly. Repeat until you have consumed
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all the slices.
Step 6: Cup the remaining core in the palm of your hands and suck on it. Gnaw on
the leftover bits of flesh stuck to the pit. Run your tongue against the mess of fibers.
Slurp audibly. Your skin, if sensitive like mine, may begin to break out in reddening
patches. No matter. Let the juices run down your chin.
32. The low mutterings of a man as I walk past. Always something sexualized first, then
more explicitly racialized. Waiting for, then hearing the other boot drop, I inhale
deeply the night air, and exhale discreetly the numb familiarity until my cavities
collapse unto themselves.
33. David L. Eng and Shinhee Han introduce two key terms to describe the psychic
apparatus by which racialized peoples of Asian diaspora process grief and trauma
associated with racism and alienation:
Racial Melancholia: refers to “the histories of racial loss that are condensed into a
forfeited object whose significance must be deciphered and unraveled for its social
meaning.”26
Racial Dissociation: refers to “histories of racial loss that are dispersed across a
wide social terrain, histories whose social origins and implications remain insistently
diffuse and obscure.”27
34. In the penultimate scene in the film Ex Machina, the white android Ava has killed
her creator/father/master, Nathan, and is getting ready to exit her confines into the
human world. In order to become passable as human, she uses parts from
deactivated Asiatic android Jade to make her own body more whole. She gently
27 Ibid
26 See: David L. Eng and Shinhee Han, Racial Melancholia, Racial Dissociation.
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removes Jade’s arm and secures it into her own empty socket where it was
amputated by Nathan, and begins carefully removing pieces of Jade’s synthetic skin
and grafting it to her own honeycomb mesh. The yellow skin is seamlessly absorbed
onto the white android, and Ava emerges in a virginal white dress into the sunlight
and lush green of nature, a real woman.28
35. The origins of porcelain are convoluted. The earliest evidence of white ware
production was from as early as the Yangshao Neolithic culture in the Yellow River
Valley in China around some 5000-3000 B.C., but the issue is a semantic one with
the West when trying to speak specifically to porcelain. In the Western sense,
porcelain is strictly defined as a ware that is  “hard, white, translucent, impervious to
liquid, and resonant when struck.”29 However, in Chinese, porcelain is called ci and
can include white wares that would fall under a range of terms-- stoneware,
porcelaneous ware, or “true” porcelain by Western definitions. Perhaps the reason
for the West’s obsession with those specific qualities of porcelain was because they
could not replicate it. Porcelain quickly became a coveted material that began a
complex trade relationship, one through which Westerners began increasingly to
associate and racially project onto the bodies of the people associated with the
material. Porcelain’s concurrent embodiment of conflicting characteristics— plasticity
and hardness, delicate fragility and versatile strength, exotic mysticism while
simultaneously embodying technology, a jumble of contradictory symbolisms—
created assemblages of constant friction, friction which then transferred, in the
imagination of Westerners, to the peoples associated with the objects.
29 See: A Handbook of Chinese Ceramics, p. 59.
28 See 2014 film, Ex Machina.
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36. Wojciech Kalaga postulates that the virtual is beyond what we think of as virtual
reality, that it has always existed, and has been accessible through an ontological
hybridity with and mediated through material portals, and has the ability to transcend
space and territories . Kalaga explains an example of ontological hybridity is
diaspora, where the material bodies of people and the spaces they occupy carry
their virtual relations, ideologies, and memories. The virtual however, can also exist
without human carriers, through objects, and accessible to us through sensory
engagement with those objects. Virtuality is the memory and imagination of the
object.30
37.
Ornament becomes-- is-- flesh for Asian American female personhood.
Commodification and fetishization, the dominant critical paradigms we have for
understanding representations of racialized femininity, simply do not ask the
harder question of what constitutes being at the interface of ontology and
objectness. We need to find new ways to think about the entanglement of organic
corporeality and aesthetic abstraction exemplified by yellow womanhood. How do
we begin to think about racialized bodies that remain insistently synthetic and
artificial? What about bodies not undone by objectness but enduring as
objects?31
- Anne Anlin Cheng, Ornamentalism
38. It’s a strange quandary, being tied to a racial construct that is so predicated on
virtuality. For over a thousand years before the mass immigration of Asians into this
country, yellowness in all its many names was perpetually present through material
objects in the white sphere, both physically and through its imaginary. No wonder
yellow could travel through vast spaces, collapse time, be both prosthesis for
antiquity and futurity. Cheng observes:
31 See: Anne Anlin Cheng, Ornamentalism, p. 22.
30 See Wojciech Kalaga, The Trouble with the Virtual.
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Asiatic femininity as the instantiation of human entanglement with the nonhuman,
and as a dynamic supplement… in notions of personness, shows itself to be a
critical agent in the fiction and fantasy of prosthetic personhood. A cyborg and a
hybrid being… Asiatic, other, alien… What is inside the machine? The yellow
woman: the ghost within the ghost… The artificiality of Asiatic femininity is the
ancient dream that feeds the machine in the heart of modernity… American
cyborgism is about what happens to personhood in the telos of Western
technology. It’s the tale of ornamentalism, the animation of objects through the
synthetic, full-body prosthesis through Asiatic femininity.32
39. When I started growing mushrooms, I had many ideas for the different forms the
myceliated substrate could take on. I had researched how bio-engineers and
bio-designers were making incredible strides in finding innovative ways to work with
mycelium. One could take myceliated substrate and create any custom form using
molds and the proper growing techniques. The plan I had going into the project was
to make molds of bricks that I could use to build a mycelium brick structure with.
When I started growing en masse however, I quickly knew it would be a missed
potential to force my hand into shaping the material into deliberate forms. The
substrate blocks were fascinating each in their own unique forms-- varying in size,
species, moisture, density of myceliation, it was thrillingly unpredictable. What was
interesting was that after I would take them out of the bags they initially grew in, the
forms would still resemble their original form, hinting at their former position of
interiority. I thought of Ursula K. Le Guin’s carrier bags, full of the stuff that rejects
linear, progressive, Techno-heroic narratives.33 An installation of these fungi forms
perpetually problematized itself. People who experienced it (myself included) would
constantly project their own narratives of history, futurity, creation, collapse, science,
science fiction, sentimentality, myth, mysticism-- all the constellations of virtual
33 See: Ursula K. LeGuin, The Carrier Bag Theory of Fiction.
32 See: Anne Anlin Cheng, Ornamentalism, pp. 136-37.
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connection through material-- and yet, the material was also undeniably physical, full
of its own animous and organic trajectory. (Fig. 5-6, p. 39.)
40. Clio / History; Calliope / Epic Poetry; Urania / Astronomy; Melpomene / Tragedy;
Erato / Love Poetry; Elitere / Lyric Poetry; Thalia / Comedy; Terpsichore / Choral
Dance; Polymnia / Sacred Poetry34
41.Theresa Hak Kyung Cha died a few days after the original publication of Dictee. On
November 5, 1982, she was raped and murdered in the Puck Building on Lafayette
St. by serial rapist Joey Sanza, a white security guard.
42. On the second day of installation for my thesis exhibition, someone told me about
the Atlanta slaughters. It had happened the day before but I had been consumed in
setting up the show and had been completely offline. There was no way for me to
process it at the moment, so I continued tying yellow knots, porcelain to rope, thread
to thread.
43. One of the challenges of working with organic matter, especially in a large scale
installation, is how to disturb that proposition. I began firing some of the blocks in the
ceramic kiln at a very low temperature-- drying out would be a more accurate term--
suspending its growth, and transforming the block into a kind of petrified version of
itself. (Fig. 7, p. 40.) Blocks with full flushes of mushrooms in varying stages of
maturity became perpetually preserved in that state. This to me was not just a
disruption, but a violent act. The static forms could now only serve in a semiotic
function, always recognizable as fungi, but never again able to be fungi in its full
animation of life and decay. (Fig. 8, p. 40.) Even so, as I de-installed the exhibition, I
34 The nine parts of Theresa Hak Kyung Cha’s seminal work Dictee, each structured around a Greek
Muse.
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noticed that in a few areas where animate blocks came into physical contact with
these inanimate blocks, bacterial growth had begun to populate the intermediary
spaces.
44. A country founded on bloodshed-- is it really a surprise that the modus operandi for
visibility if ever granted is through evidence of violence, death, and trauma?
45. “... If you cut my yellow wrists, I’ll teach my yellow toes to write.
If you cut my yellow wrists, I’ll teach my yellow toes to write.
If you cut my yellow fists, I’ll teach my yellow feet to fight…”35
46. How do we determine the boundaries between place and nonplace when all of the
demarcations are unstable and that instability is invisible? Yellow Construct began
as a project to reclaim coveted material-- what would it mean through labor and
touch for me to fill a space up with yellow, a visible yellow-- but it quickly became
about negotiating the physical and virtual relationships in the space. The first
iteration of Yellow Construct took place in an entirely dark room (Fig. 9, p. 41.) The
optical effect of the orange light made the walls seem to radiate a warm glow, and in
effect the yellow network of knotted porcelain and rope hanging in the middle, looked
white. Conceptually this iteration became about filling a white space up with yellow
gestures in this reclaimed, fraught material-- then through one power source,
sending everything back to white. The fourth iteration of Yellow Construct, the one
presented for my thesis exhibition, was installed in an unlit, partially exposed room.
Because of the light coming through from the rest of the exhibition space, it was
impossible to create the same illusion. Instead, the iteration became about
negotiating between the tensions of place and nonplace. The network of yellow
35 Excerpt from Marilyn Chin, Blues on Yellow, from A Portrait of the Self as Nation, p.66.
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knots hung from only the existing infrastructure in the space-- the electrical grid,
pre-existing hooks, vents, pipes, wires-- the majority of the installation rested high
above eye-level, close to these structures of power. (Fig. 10, p. 42.) The orange light
was plugged into a floor outlet and looped high into the network only to hang close to
the ground. A loose cluster of the sculpture hung around the light, instantly
becoming markers for place. (Fig. 11, p. 42.) The space in-between the two sites
became a tense negotiation of invisible boundaries.
47. The pressure of your tongue against my recesses. What does it mean when two
cyborgs form a closed loop?
48. Patty Chang’s For Abramovic Love Cocteau (2000) is a work where she films
herself eating an onion with a woman and kissing. The video is played backwards,
the piece beginning with a closeup shot of two women crying and eventually kissing.
They kiss through tears and begin chewing on each other’s lips until an onion slowly
emerges between them.36
49. Donna Haraway describes in A Cyborg Manifesto two visions of a cyborg world: the
first, a model of finality where the earth torn by wars waged in the name of control
and defense, succumbs to apocalyptic collapse; the second, a model of
sustainability where people, animals, and machinery share a kinship, unafraid of
perpetual partial identities and contradictory positioning.
The political struggle is to see from both perspectives at once because each
reveals both dominations and possibilities unimaginable from the other vantage
point. Single vision produces worse illusions than double vision or many-headed
monsters. Cyborg unities are monstrous and illegitimate; in our present political
circumstances, we could hardly hope for more potent myths for resistance and
recoupling.37
37 See: Donna Haraway, A Cyborg Manifesto, p.154.
36 See: Patty Chang’s artwork, For Abramovic Love Cocteau, 2000
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50.
...If you’re in doubt about whether or not you’re a monster, look at how you figure
into other people’s stories. When you’re a monster, the proof is that the scariest
creature you can come across is a hero, right? ‘Real people’s’ heroes, heroes
from the center, from acceptable mainstream humanity. Their job is to come out
to where you live and you’re either a problem to solve, a trophy to kill and bring
back, or something to destroy in order to rescue someone else. You’re there not
to be a person, but to be an object in their story. If you’re constantly an object in
someone else’s story, you’re probably a monster, especially if the discourse is
around you being the wrong things mixed together…38
- Elena Rose in an interview with Nia King
51. In narratives that push back against the Western, Man-centric narrative of
Anthropocene, (often feminist, white) scholars embrace imaginings of techno-bio
alternatives, where cyborgs, critters, animals, humans, and nonhumans lean into
their interconnected kinship and contradictory entanglements, able to sustain life
only through this overcoming of fatalistic, individualistic understandings of human
positioning centered in Anthropocenic thought. Although this discourse does begin to
break down damaging binaries-- living/nonliving, human/animal, human/nature,
event/non-event, stable/transient, and on and on-- the dependency placed on the
gravity of these interconnected relations still fetishizes the chimera qualities of the
Other as prosthesis to serve the very binaries it set out to circumvent. In these
revised tales of survival, who ultimately carries the onus of saving the earth, and to
ensure whose inhabitance?
52. Kathryn Yusoff elucidates in A Billion Black Anthropocenes or None the
problematics not only with Anthropocene as White Geology-- that it obliterates the
lived histories of peoples-- but also with the problematics of the rejection of
Anthropocene as way to erase past injury:
38 See: Elena Rose, interviewed by Nia King in Queer and Trans Artists of Color Volume Two, pp.41-42.
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The Golden Spike is not an abstract spike; it is an inhuman instantiation that
touches and ablates human and nonhuman flesh, inhuman materials and
experiences. It rides through the bodies of a thousand million cells; it bleeds
through the open exposure of toxicity, suturing deadening accumulations through
many a genealogy and geology. This is the alienation of geology. The fabulation
of beginnings in the Anthropocene is tied to the present and its politics, but it also
places emphasis on the certain continuities that structure experience from the
vantage point of Western colonialism and its ongoing colonial present.39
53. What are the pronouns used for cyborg? But wait, first, tell me what you think a
cyborg is.
54. I still use-- or maybe more accurately, don’t outright reject-- the pronoun She even
though much of its popular construct is antithetical to my own ontology. I’m always
anxious when asked to announce pronouns. They, I fully support people who choose
to use it, but not one I can readily adopt, especially for its assumed neutrality. My
parents had a thing when I was growing up where they would get angry if I would
refer to members of my family in third person instead of calling them directly by their
names. I would get frustrated at the weird quirk-- It’s just semantics, I would argue,
it’s just English. I understand now why it would bring such a visceral response. She,
he, and especially they, those were our alien names. They, the name of our
alienness, the name people called us when they believed us to be less than human.
To call someone by their name is to hold them close, hold us close, my parents
demanded. Though I can reason with myself about the different context, I still can’t
hear someone refer to me as they without triggering a palpable wave of alienation. I
just can’t compartmentalize my lived experience of one construct in favor of a more
neoteric positioning in another, even if it’s at the expense of continuing to function
under a misrepresentation. She is a politically charged, complicated space, full of
39 See: Kathryn Yusoff, A Billion Black Anthropocenes or None, p.60.
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irreconcilable contradictions, murky histories, swift and blindsiding co-options, and
all the while overwrought with territorial tensions. It is fraught with anxieties and
agitations, but it’s a muddy space I can negotiate through, a space I can find new
animacies within its leaky terrain.
55. My fascination with mycelium is not to fetishize nor exceptionalize. On the one
hand, I am interested in its unique characteristics-- its ability to take what’s no longer
useful, sometimes now toxic and harmful, and recycle it into different forms of energy
that can sustain and move life forward. I can’t help but notice the leakiness with our
heightened awareness of the complex entanglements we have with one another.
Negotiating identity and personhood has always been a part of my work, but in this
last year especially unpacking how language is an essential part of being able to
communicate yet often fails us and becomes an obstacle when it comes to
reimagining ways forward. Ultimately however, my fascination is in all the ways it
can’t be utilized as metaphor, in all the ways it demands more than a flattened
conversation of what is living, and what is not living-- it holds what Mel Y. Chin refers
to as animacy.40 The constantly shifting landscape of growing and decaying
mushrooms, the changing moisture levels of the substrate blocks and its effect on
how the sound bounces and is absorbed, the live mixing of the staggered
multi-channel recordings so that the composition continues to be anew, the scent-
overwhelming at times and barely perceptible in others, the unpredictability-- all this
allowed me to grapple with this vital animacy. (Fig. 12-13, p.43.)
56. I used the small back room of the exhibition space as a grow room. Whatever
metaphors were employed in the installation in the large space, I wanted to disrupt
40 See: Mel Y. Chin, Animacy.
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those propositions with that room. The fungi blocks were not stacked, they sat up to
the shadow line, and were misted constantly. Yet, most of them didn’t begin to fruit
from the top and sides as the others had. They just sat, day after day, seemingly
dormant. Then in the 2nd week one morning I noticed something unusual. They all
seemed to be lifted-- subtly, less than an inch-- off the ground. They were all pinning
from the bottom, growing little feet and lifting off. The moisture had collected on top
of the sealed concrete, and had altered the trajectory of their growth and form. (Fig.
14-15, p.44.)
57. Between the big bang and the appearance in 1957 of Objects No. 1 (Sputnik) and 2
(the rocket used to launch Sputnik)-- spanning some fourteen billion years-- space
was clear of earth-made debris. Between then and now, there is estimated to be
over twenty-six thousand artifacts larger than ten centimeters, a hundred million the
size of a millimeter, and a hundred trillion the size of a micron. Theoretically, the
earth is on a trajectory to acquire its own outer ring made entirely of debris.41
58. When critters42 have been around long enough, do they slowly become covered
with the dust of human baggage? Do they lose their invisibility, their form becoming
detectable and vulnerable by the very residue they contradict?
59. Instructions for performance sculpture of yesteryear (do NOT attempt this today):
All are welcome to participate.
Remove a balloon of your choosing, and re-cover the opening in the metal with
your finger.
You are now an integral part of the performance.
You have the potential of contributing to the communal breath running through
the metal vessel, as well as the containment of it.
42 See: Donna Haraway, Staying With the Trouble.
41 See: Raffi Khatchadourian, “The Elusive Peril of Space Junk” in The New Yorker.
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The balloon serves as an intermediary chamber between your body’s respiratory
vessels, and the metal vessel of the sculpture.
Exhale into the balloon until you have filled it to a desired capacity.
Contain the balloon holding your breath with one hand, with a finger of your other
hand still pressed against the opening in the metal, containing the communal
breath that runs through.
When you feel ready, release your breath stored in the balloon slowly into the
opening in the sculpture.
Throughout the performance, repeat this process as often as you desire.
Follow your intuition on the frequency of breaths you release into the metal
vessel, and the tempo at which you do so.
You may stop at any time. The performance concludes with the final release of
breath into the vessel from the last remaining participant.
60. When you read, do you hear yourself say the words in your head? Is it your voice,
or is it someone else’s? Do you hear my voice? Do you know it as yours or mine?
Do you pause when I do? Do you swallow? When you breathe, is it your breath, or
mine? I can’t write silently. When I type I say each word out loud as they appear on
the screen. My fingers echo the rhythm of my speech. Sound meets touch, “Tap,” tap
taptap. Pause, breathe, the thin, blinking cursor an implausible vessel for all my
breaths in-between. Is it hubris that I hang on to hope that if I mean as hard as I can
into these words, you might receive that same meaning? These shapes sitting just
beyond the bright light of your screen, now it registers as text, and now, sound. My
voice once, but your voice now, you have already consumed me. You have
performed me in the recesses of your brain space, two dark pupils buzzing with the
imperceptible vibrations of artificial light, behind which all the words you have ever
consumed now color my words, flat, rich, shallow, sentimental. And now we have
formed a landscape, you and I. A soundscape of intentions lost and found.
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61. When oyster mushrooms are grown in filtered bags, the entire substrate, incubating
in its humid encasing, can become warm to the touch. When there are rows upon
rows of these blocks, the subtle heat seems to gyrate between these moist,
myceliated bodies. Slowly they begin to pin, tiny clusters blistering the uneven
surfaces, forming indeterminable, mutating topographies. Then, abruptly these
miniscule masses sprout into recognizable mushrooms, the heads smooth and icy to
the touch, as if they had been fully mature in a chilly concealment, just below the
surface, waiting indefinitely to animate. (Fig. 16)
62. My name in Zhōngwén43 is constituted of two components: the character tián
(meaning “field”) over the character xīn (meaning “heart”). The resulting aggregate
character sī means “thought.”
63. On the Friday of the last weekend I worked on this paper, I got my second vaccine
shot. On that Saturday I paid rent and received a message from Chase telling me
my account was below the alert limit. On that Sunday there was a drive by in front of
my apartment and a stray bullet pierced the window to the empty bedroom adjacent
to mine, a few feet away from the window by where I was working. I think about
containers, what it means to contain, to be a container for, to be at a nexus of
containing. My body, a container for the temporary serum changing the unknown
permanency of its constitution; my bank account, a virtual space for a fluctuating,
self-referential signifier, yet one that urgently impacts corporeal livelihood; a
bedroom that once contained a ricocheting bullet, and now contains the
demarcations of its trajectory. A room, a body, a construct, how quickly containers
can leak, its contents spilling through each other, shifting in meaning, mutating in
43 The written form of Mandarin Chinese.
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form seen and unseen, becoming and unbecoming virtual, painfully and ecstatically
familiar, unable to be contained, never contained. There is something in staying with
the trouble. I don’t mean this in a pull-ourselves-up-by-our-bootstraps and
concede-to-whatever-contemporary-white-imaginary kind of way, nor is it to dismiss
the lived injuries of those implications. What I mean is to remind myself to continue
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Fig. 2. Studio view, 2021. Hunter College, New York.
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Fig. 3. Steamer, 2019, ceramic, plastic,
rice cooker, variable ingredients.
Fig. 4. Steamer, 2019, ceramic, plastic,
rice cooker, variable ingredients.
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Fig. 5. Studio view, 2021. Hunter College, New York.
Fig. 6. Studio view, 2021. Hunter College,
New York.
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Fig. 7. Studio view, 2021.
Hunter College, New York.
Fig. 8. Studio view, 2021.
Hunter College, New York.
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Fig. 9. Installation view, Yellow Construct (1st Iteration), 2019.
Hunter College, New York.
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Fig. 10. Installation detail view, Yellow Construct
(4th Iteration), 2021. Hunter College Gallery,
Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière)
Fig. 11. Installation detail view, Yellow Construct
(4th Iteration), 2021. Hunter College Gallery,
Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière)
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Fig. 12. Installation view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière)
Fig. 13. Installation view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
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Fig. 14. Installation view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière)
Fig. 15. Installation view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
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Fig. 16. Studio view, 2021. Hunter College, New York.
45
Image List for Exhibition Images
Installation view, Yellow Construct (4th Iteration), 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière) 47
Installation view, Yellow Construct (4th Iteration), 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière) 48
Installation view, Yellow Construct (4th Iteration), 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière) 49
Installation view, Yellow Construct (4th Iteration), 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière) 50
Installation view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière) 51
Installation view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière) 52
Installation detail view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière) 53
Installation detail view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière) 54
46
Exhibition Images
Installation view, Yellow Construct (4th Iteration), 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière)
47
Installation view, Yellow Construct (4th Iteration), 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière)
48
Installation detail view, Yellow Construct (4th Iteration), 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière)
49
Installation detail view, Yellow Construct (4th Iteration), 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière)
50
Installation view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière)
51
Installation view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
(Photo courtesy of Néstor Pérez-Molière)
52
Installation detail view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
53
Installation detail view, Silence is a Sound Internalized, 2021.
Hunter College Gallery, Hunter College, New York.
54
